356        To the Countess of Uyper Ossory      [mi

The ancient sovereigns of this isle are come to a non plus
too. The Countess of Albany is retired into a convent.
You know they live at Florence. Last St. Andrew's Day,
who is the favourite saint there too, the Count got so beastly
drunk, that at night every filthy consequence ensued. The
Countess complaining, he tore her hair, and endeavoured to
strangle her. Her screams alarmed the family, and saved
her. She privately acquainted the Great Duke, and by his
authority and connivance she contrived to take shelter in
a convent, declaring she will never return to her husband
again, who has in vain reclaimed her from the Great Duke.

Having nothing better to offer as a New Year's gift, I shall
add a Nuptial Ode that I made for Lady Lucan. It would
be presumption to hope it, but if Lady Anne would be so
good as to translate it into a wisp of party-coloured silk, and
stuff a pincushion with it, I should flatter myself with my
work being immortal.

i.

Hymen, 0 Hymenaee!
To Althorp and Bingham
Ye bards, come and sing 'em,
And all the bells ring 'em,
With ding, ding, a dong.

To Althorp and Bingham,
But pray do not ding 'em
With this or that thingum,
That may call up in Bingham
A blush all day long.

in.

Your best wishes bring 'em,
Your best roses fling 'em
O'er the hammock, where Bingham
And Althorp shall swing 'em,
With ding, ding, a clong. by barrels
